CHAPTER    IX
THE  POWER   OF  BEAUTY

ONE EVENING THERE WAS SUCH A GATHERING

at the pig-sty that Hendry and I could not
get a board to lay our backs against. Circum-
stances had pushed Pete Elshioner into the
place of honour that belonged by right of
mental powers to Tammas Haggart, and
Tammas was sitting rather sullenly on the
bucket, boring a hole in the pig with his
sarcastic eye. Pete was passing round a card,
and in time it reached me. " With Mr. and
Mrs, David Alexander's compliments/' was
printed on it, and Pete leered triumphantly
at us as it went round.

" Wed, what think ye ? " he asked, with a
pretence at modesty.

" On/* said Tnowhead, looking at the others
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